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The Tragedy o/ Hamlet 

Promife-cram’d , you cannot feed Capons fo. 

I have nothing with this anftver Hamlet, 

Thefe words are not mine. 

Ham. No, nor mine now my Lord. 

You plai’d once in theUr.iverfity you fay. 

Pol . That did 1 my Lord, and was accounted a good A&or 

Ham. What did you enaft ? B 

Pol. I did ena£t Julius C A f ar » I was kill’d i’th Capitoll, 
Brutus kill’d me. 

Ham. Itwas a brute part ofhim to kill lo capitall a calfethere. 
Be the Players ready? 

Rof. I my Lord, they (lay upon your patience. 

Cjer. Come hither my deare Hamlet, fit by me. 

Ham. No good mother, here’s metall more attra&ive. 

Pol. O ho, doe you marke that ? 

Ham. Lady, (ball I lye in your lap ? 

Ophel. No my Lord. 

Ham. Doe you thinke I meant Countrey matters ? 

Ophel. I thinke nothing my Lord. 

Ham. That’s a faire thought to lye between maids legs. 

Ophel. What is my Lord ? 

Ham. Nothing. 

Ophel. You are merry my Lord. 

Ham. Who I? 

Ophel. I my Lord. 

Ham. O God ! your onely J ig-maker, what (hould a man doe 
but be merry: for lookeyouhow cheerfully my mother lookes, 
and my father died within’s two houres. 

Ophel. Nay, ’tis twice two moneths my Lord. 

Ham. So long ! nay then let the divell weare black, for He nave 
a fute of fables :0 heavens / dye two months agoe, and not for- 
gotten vet ! then there’s hope a great mans memory may out-live 
his life halfe a yeere j but berLady a muft build Churches then, or 
elf e (ball a fuffer not thinking on, with the Hobby-horfe,whofe b- 
pitaph is, for O, for O, the Hobby-horfe is forgot. 

P The Trumpets found. Dumbe {hew follows. 

Enter a King and a Queen, the Q^^eneembracmg him,a»dh 
her , he takes her up, and dee lines hss head upon her necks, he gt 


(Prince o/Denmarke. 

him •• « non r 2 fleecers eares , and leaves him i the Queen re 

tot irtsP°i{ ontn , J. K , makes valfionate action, thepotfoner 

r ’fried way thtvoi[n‘rv‘“ the Qm.m 

^fUWhatmeanesihism^Lo^ mifehiefc. 

Bam. We (ball know by thisfellow, En & 

The Players cannot keepe, they 11 tell ail. 
r>t,hel Will a tell us what this fhew meant . 

1 1, or any (hew that you will (hew him,be not you aftiam 

t0 (, t w,hee’llnot frame £0 tell you what « m eaner 

Ophel. You are naught, you are naught, He marKe tn y 

•Prologue. For us and for our Tragedy, 

Here (looping to your clemency. 

We beege your hearing patiently. ? 

Ham. Is this a Prologue, or the pofie ofa ring • 

Ophel. ’Tis briefe my Lord. 

Ham. As womans love. 

Enter King and Queene. 

Xing. Full thirty times hath Phoebus Cart gone round 
Neptmes faltwafh, and Tellus orb’d the ground. 

And thirty dozen Moones with borrowed (beene 
About the world have twelve times thirty been. 

Since love our hearts, and Hymen did ourbands 
Unite commutuallin mod facred bands. 

So many journies may the Sun and Moone 
Make us againe count ore ere love be done : 

But woe is me, you are fo ficke of late, 

Sofarrefrom cheere,and from your former ftate. 

That I diftruft you ; yet though I diftruft, 

Difcomfort you my Lord it nothing muft. 

For women feare too much, even as they love, 

And womans feare and love hold quantity. 

Either none, in neither ought, or in extremity. 

G 3 Now 
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